II.   THE LADY FROM LISBON
DM FEENANDES, Viceroy of Goa, stretched him-
self in his long cane chair and felt at ease with
life. Industriously a worthy convert fanned the
troublesome gnats away from his person. A jar
of well-cooled Andalusian wine was ready for con-
sumption at his elbow. The singing of the acolytes
at their vespers in the cathedral echoed soothingly
to his thoughts through the darkening quietude.
The day's work was over and his ministrations
towards his subjects conscientiously carried out.
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